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December 3, 793 

Richie's palm sipped in the slick of sweat between Jon's shoulder blades, grinding hard into the muscles as it moved 
Jon made a noise of pain, but it was muffled in the pillow his face was buried in 

"You want it yet?" Richie panted 

von groaned in response as Richie's fingers searched the space between his thighs, pushing them open wider, as wide 
as the man's hps-and the sectional- would allow. Richie's free hand pulled Jon's hips higher, arching his lower back 
into a crescent moon before carefully sliding his dick up between his friend's ass cheeks again. Jon shivered and 
clutched the pillow under his face. 

fuck," he grunted 

"You want it yet?" 

Richie had a hold of his cock and was circling the tp of it against the stil-tight ring of muscle. Every time, the 
ungodly hunger to be against and inside of the other man made it hard to go slow, and he knew by now, by Jon's 
predictable body language, that the struggle was mutual. It made Jon's whole body tense, washed over and through 
with adrenaline as it had to be. It made his asshole tight and unwilling, even though Richie knew it ached to be 
violated 

Until 

There was always a moment when the greed overcame him, overcame his entire being, and his body slackened, 
ready and willing to succumb to Richie's 

Richie recognized this moment with a soft groan. "You ready?" he asked, softly, 

Jon nodded manically into the pillow. "Ungh-hgh." 


Richie leaned back into the headboard and watched Jon, out on the balcony of their hotel room, lift the camera 
to his face again. The soft click and whir of the camera captured another image of impossibly turquoise water 
frothing just beyond a white sand shore. The other man's shirtless shoulders were starting to prickle with 
sweat beneath the mid-morning sun as he twisted his camera ninety degrees and Click. Whir. 

Lifting his glass of pinot to his lips, Richie smiled a little before taking a sip. Jon looked beautiful in the tropical 
sunlight, and weirdly alive for only having been back from the road for less than two weeks. It had been his 
idea to come here, to this place that God smiled on, to unwind from the strain of life on the road. And though 
Richie knew that Jon was probably doing his family a little dirty by taking off without them to a tiny island in 
the Caribbean so soon to destress, he was so fucking thankful the man had. 

Click. Whir. 

The railings of the balcony were draped with tiny white Christmas lights, and in the corner of the room stood 
a tall and slender Christmas tree wrapped in silver ribbon and mirrored blue baubles. Though the plan all along 
had been only To celebrate New Year's here together, the hotel had, at Richie's request, left it adorned for 
Christmas. Richie and Jon had been separated for Christmas, attending to familial engagements and duties, and 
it had been like a chunk of granite in the pit of Richie's stomach. He had missed the last two Christmases with 
Jon for utter bullshit reasons, and now Jon was officially a family man and had a good reason to insulate 
himself from his professional life. 

professional life 

Jon turned around and squinted through his sunglasses through the open French doors back into the relative 
darkness of the room. "Hey," he said. "You gonna come out here and get some sun?" 

"Nope." 

"Why not?" 

I'm enjoying the view from here." 

Jon scrunched his eyebrows for a moment before he realized what Richie meant. Then he grinned and shook 
his head. Went back to looking at the world through the lens of his camera. 

Richie set his glass down and slid toward the edge of the bed, readying himself to stand. Part of him wanted to 
go touch Jon's sweaty skin, part of him wanted to just continue watching him take photos and periodically write 
things in the ragged little notebook he was balancing on one thigh. Jon had suggested this trip even before the 
tour had ended. He had known already that he would need this reprieve after Christmas, this opportunity to 
spend with just Richie, away from his new family. Richie felt a swell of validation, followed immediately by a 
small wave of guilt. 

He thought of the blonde. The actress his friend wanted to set him up with. Richie knew her name, of course 
he did, she was famous and she was Tommy's ex-wife, but that was about it, other than that she was 
beautiful. And she was blue-eyed, like Jon. Their mutual friend thought they would make a good match, and 
Richie had said he was game for being set up. But as he watched Jon drink his wine and grow pink under the 
Caribbean sun, the thought of meeting the blonde was like an anchor hanging from Richie's mind. It meant 
something now, being set up. It meant looking for "the one" in a societally-approved person. It meant looking for 
someone to marry and have children with, like Jon was doing. And Richie did want to have children someday. 
But he also wanted to do what he was doing right now: getting buzzed on excellent wine and watching the love 
of his life take photos of a paradise surf. 

Everything was going to be different now. 


There was always a moment when the greed overcame him, overcame his entire being, and his body slackened, 
ready and willing to succumb to Richie's 

Richie recognized this moment with a soft groan. "You ready?" he asked, softly. 

Jon nodded manically into the pillow. "Ungh-hgh" 

Richie pushed himself into the other man, easy and deep, and tried fo maintain his own composure, tried fo keep his 
own thighs steady even as Jon's shivered, because-fuck- Jon was so tight and willing at the same time and it had 
been so fucking long since they'd been able to be alone. Just the two of them without bandmates and roadies and 
fucking everybody, needing questions answered, living on the other side of a thin wall, ready fo interrupt them at a 
moment's notice for anything and everything 

Adjusting his hips, Richie pressed himself downward, rolling himself against Jon in a slow and gentle rhythm, one they 
both knew by heart. Jon grasped at the couch cushions, choking out obscenities in between moaning out loud, a high- 
pitched desperate thing Richie wanted to capture that sound and bathe in it, the sound of Jon needing him so 
tucking badly... 

Jon pulled his camera off from around his neck and laid it on the balcony floor next to him. He pulled the 
sunglasses up off his face and nested them on top of his head before standing and stretching. 

"You sure you're not coming out here?" he said, turning back toward the room. "I'll let you put sunscreen on 
me." 

"Why don't you come in here for awhile?" Richie countered. 

Strolling back into the relative darkness of the room, Jon approached the bed. "Now why would | want to be in 
here when there's a whole tropical paradise out there?" he said. 

Richie pushed himself back into the pillows against the headboard again. "You tell me," he said, opening his arms 
to receive Jon sliding in to straddle his lap. Burying his face in the curve of the other man's neck, Richie 
breathed in the mixed smells of sun-sweat and beach air, before pushing his tongue out to taste them. 

Jon wriggled closer to him, the flimsy fabric of his running shorts doing nothing to hide his near-instantaneous 
arousal. He tangled his fingers in Richie's hair and seized his head closer. 

"Mm, this is a good start," he purred. 

Richie slid his hands down the back of Jon's shorts, grasping the man's ass and yanking him even tighter into 
him. Jon made a satisfying little unf noise. 

"And then what?" Richie asked. He drew the tip of his tongue up the taut muscle of the side of Jon's neck, 
pausing briefly to suck an earlobe into his lips and feel the familiar little shiver of excitement the action 
elicited. Last night, their fucking had been primal and shameless—and the first time in over two weeks for 
them. And now... Now, Jon could be brought to the predictable shiver by the simplest of signals. Richie wanted 
him again, and badly. Again, and always. 

"| don't know," Jon said, and for a moment, Richie was startled He'd almost forgotten he'd even asked a 
question. 

He rolled the other man off of him and onto his back. "What if | suck you off?" he said, leaning down into a 
deep mouth kiss. Jon pushed his whole face up into it, grinding his lips hard enough to hurt, his tongue rolling, 
snakelike, around Richie's. 

"Mm, yeah," he murmured. 

Richie broke the kiss and ran his mouth down Jon's neck again, pushing the other man's chin up, forcing access. 
A hard swallow rolled beneath his lips, and he paused, closed his eyes, taking in every moment and millimeter 


of what he was doing and creating. 


"What's wrong?" Jon asked. 

Looking up, Richie said, "| wanna do this forever." 

"| don't think | have three minutes in me, let alone forever." 

"You know what | mean" 

"We're here. We made it. What are you worried about?" 

The semi-permanent dark circles Jon's eyes had acquired on the road were already starting to fade, and he 
genuinely seemed perplexed by Richie's concern. Richie reconsidered the question. 

| guess I'm not sure," he admitted. And for that moment, he really wasn't. 

He dipped his face and ran his tongue down Jon's belly to the top of his shorts, putting kisses around the line 
of his waist as he palmed the hardness beneath the soft fabric. 

Jon arched up into the pressure. "There's hundreds of Caribbean islands," he groaned. "And houses... and, 
fucking-extra apartments and shit, oh god, that feels good-" 

"You wanna have me on the side like a mistress?" Richie said, pressing his open mouth to the bulge in Jon's 
shorts and blowing hot air through the material. 

‘Only if you'll.. have me on the side-vesus.." 

"Fuck it, it's a deal," Richie said, wrenching Jon's shorts down and drawing the other man's cock into his mouth, 
deep, to the back of his throat and then some, until his gag reflex almost kicked in, he wanted to swallow it so 
bad, to take it in and own it. 

Jon squirmed and thrusted against the attack, alternately pushing and pulling on Richie's head, trying to stop 
himself from driving deeper. Richie knew this part all too well; by the time Jon lost control like this, he only 
had about ten seconds left in him. 

‘| love you," Jon panted. "Ah, fuck, | love you, ah fuck-" 

As soon as he said it, Richie felt the head of his cock swell a little, and knew he was going to come, and Richie 
sucked a little harder on it, pulled it just a bit deeper, scrabbling at the fastenings of his own pants even as he 
swallowed. He pulled his own cock out and jerked at it as he licked and sucked Jon clean, whispering his own, / 
love yous in between laps of his tongue. 

Richie came hard into the sheets and then rolled down next to Jon. He stared at the canopy of the bed while 
his breathing slowed, feeling Jon's fingers find his head again, running gently through his hair this time, 
combing it back from his sweating face. He knew the booze had contributed to the ease of their emotional 
declarations (it always did) but it was out there nonetheless, stamped onto the sticky tropical air. 

‘| meant what | said," Jon said suddenly. "We're not gonna stop doing this, just cuz | have a kid now." 

Richie tipped his face up into Jon's hand and kissed his palm. "You sure?" 

"Yeah. I'm sure." 

"Okay." 

Laying his head back down, Richie thought about the blonde again. It would probably be good for him to go out 
and meet someone. Someone he could officially be seen with, anyway. And who knew? Maybe it would lead to 
something. It was almost a new year, after all. Richie guessed it didn't really matter. There was always the 
Caribbean. And gratuitous condos. 


END 


